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Glossary of Terms 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of fiction Later chapters contain scenes of a graphic nature. If easily offended, do not read. No 
malice is/was intended by the author. 


Glossary of Terms. 


Since this is my fic, and these are my Vampires, | suppose Id better have my own vampiric terms and world Some 
of my Vampires will have commonly known abilities, and as time goes on, shared abilities that will hopefully be 
unique to this world | hope that you guys enjoy my warped world of Vampires! 

Tisha 

aka 


Cat 


Vampire: also known as a satyr. Not much is known about where these beings originated from, but different 


cultures have their own, unique Vampires. 


There is the Germanic Vampire, best known from the film Nosferatu. These are not the best looking of Vampires. 
They are bald, with their fangs emerging from the front of the mouth, and old, wizened features. The Change does 
not occur when they feed, but rather when they are sired 


Then there is the Blood line known as the Bathory Bloodline, so named from their founder, Hungary's Erzebet (or 
Elizabeth) Bathory. Mainly a female line of satyrs, they not only feed from their victims, but also have the ability 
fo absorb their victim's blood through their skin Are also accomplished witches. Cross these beautiful women at 
your peril 


There is also the traditional, or Transylvanian, Vampire. These are the ones that Bram Stoker celebrated in his 
classic book, Dracula. They are also the most endangered of all Vampires, due to their weaknesses being well known: 
aversion fo sunlight, stakes through the heart, garlic, holy water. Have become the most secretive of all the satyr 


bloodlines as a result. 


Finally, there is the Sucellos, or Celtic bloodline of Vampires. These have only recently emerged in the Vampire 
world, and they have a recorded history of only [500 years. These Vampires are also the most powerful and 
skilled of the bloodlines, having honed their skills under what are now known as the Celtic Gods: Cian, Taliesin, Lugh, 
Dylan, Cernunnos, Merlin and Arianrhod Their Magical skills are second to none, each Vampire in this bloodline 
having their own specialty. 


The branch that is descended from Taliesin are naturally talented in the arts, such as musicianshp, writing, poetry, 
and storytelling Merlins descendants are blessed with psychic abilities, and are highly skilled magicians. 


Dylan's bloodline possess the power of water, and are said to be able to make their victims and enemies drown in 
their own blood before feeding from them. They are also capable of controling the waves, and have been known to 


shelter from the daylight in the depths of the sea. 


The Cernunnos branch possess great sexual powers, and never have fo try too hard fo seduce their victims. They 
are also considered to be evil, since Cernunnos was once equated with the New Religion's Satan. This has yet to be 


proven, however. 


Arianrhod's bloodline are mainly female branch, and are great magicians. They also possess great beauty and are 
much desired atter amongst the Vampire world 


Cians bloodline are renowned healers, having descended from one of the Tuatha De Danamr's chief physician 


Only two Vampires trom the Celtic bloodlines are direct descendants of the Celtic Gods. These two are Jonathan 
Davis, and Kirk Hammett. 


And of these Two, Jonathan possesses not only Cians healing powers, but the powers of his Son, Lugh Lugh was 
known as the only person to be allowed entrance to the Hil of Tara, due to the fact that he possessed all the 
powers and skills needed to enter. This makes Jonathan the most powerful and feared Vampire within the Celtic 
bloodline. 


The Change: The shift in facial and physical features that makes a Vampire what it is Only the Germanic bloodlines 
do not possess The Change, having gone through it at the moment of their Creation The one thing that all 
bloodlines have in common is the shift in their facial features. The eyes narrow, and become almost black in colour. 


the fangs unsheathe, and the Vampire's face twists into a fearsome sneer. For most people that a satyr feeds on, 


this is often the last thing they see. 


Sire: A sire is a Vampire that Creates another to carry on the bloodline. He/she will usually stay with their 
Creation for a year and a day, to make sure that they are properly schooled in their bloodline’s traits and magical 
skills. 


Creation: A sires name for the Vampire they have made. Just as Jonathan and Kirk are Cian's and Taliesin's 
Creations, so Munky (or James) is Jonathan's. Most sires will leave their Creations affer a year and a day, but 
sometimes, as in the case of Jonathan and James, there is a strong and powerful bond, and both Sire and Creation 


will remain together. 


The Hunger: This is when a Vampire must feed This where there are almost no differences between the bloodlines 
in failure to feed regularly. The effects of severe Hunger can be seen as soon as one to two days without feeding 
The satyr will offen be incapable of moving, shivering and shaking, breaking out into a cold sweat, and, in severe 


cases, dementia and ‘cold sleep’ will follow. 


The Becoming: Also known as ‘The Living Death, this is undoubtedly the most painful and distressing part of being 
Created. The Becoming usually takes place between 24-48 hours after being sired, and once a Creation has 
successfully gone through if, their Creation is complete. 


Since the newly Created satyr no longer has any need for their human internal organs, they slowly begin fo de off. 
The sire's blood is specially formulated to lessen the effects somewhat, but it is something that must be suffered 
though. 


It is during The Becoming that the first Hunger pains begin to wrack the body, and sometimes these can be just as 
painful as The Becoming Once Created, a new satyr must feed within 48-72 hours of The Becoming's end 


Cold Sleep: Cold Sleep is the worst outcome of ignoring The Hunger. Similar to a human coma, it leaves the Vampire 
in a limbo, not dead, yet not alive. Short of being staked, this is the closest thing to death that a Vampire will 


experience. 


Outcast: A Vampire is only considered Outcast if he or she has committed the cardinal sin of drinking from another 
Vampire. Drinking another satyr's blood, in most cases, is lethal, and usually results in a slow and painful death. If 
the Vampire actually survives drinking another satyr's blood, then he/she is automatically Outcast. This is when the 
satyr is banished from their bloodline, and left to fend for themselves. Very few Vampires survive being outcast. 


The world of Vampires can often be a complex one. Different bloodlines have different Ways and Traditions. 
Very rarely do Vampires from different bloodlines mate. This has had the effect of shutting off links to other 


bloodlines, and in certain cases, such as the Transylvanian Vampires, has driven them into hiding. 


There are also different ways of Feeding. The Bathory bloodline are unique in that in severe cases they need 
only lay their hands on their victim for a minute to absorb their blood. 


The Cernunnos branch of the Sucellos bloodline are accomplished at seducing their victims, and making sure 
that it is a pleasurable experience. Some of this bloodline are known to have ‘vessels’ that are faithful only to 
them, and will gladly be used for Feeding, nothing more or less. In one part of the West of Ireland, there exists 
a family who have been ‘vessels’ for the past eight hundred years. 


In recent times, it has gotten easier for Vampires to conceal their true selves from the world. The rise in 
young people's interest in Alternative lifestyles, The Old Religion, and their love of the Gothic and Heavy/Black 


Metal music styles has given many Vampires a convenient cover for their Vampiric selves. 


In fact, many of the prominent metal stars are, in fact Vampires. These include Korn's Jonathan Davis and 
Munky, Metallica's Kirk Hammett, Slipknot's Joey Jordison, and Deicide's Glen Benton. There are several who 
actually cultivate a Vampiric persona, and yet the public are still not aware of their true selves, such as 


Cradle of Filth's Dani Filth, and Type O Negative's Peter Steele and Kenny Hickey. 


As was mentioned before, Jonathan and Kirk are direct descendants of Cian Mac Diancecht and Taliesin Ap 
Elffinit is not known what effect Munky's siring will have had on him. Joey Jordison is also of the Celtic 


bloodline, and was sired by a member of Merlin's bloodline. Glen Benton is a member of Cernunnos' bloodline. 


Dani is of Dylan's bloodline, and Peter Steele and Kenny Hickey are of the Transylvanian bloodline. 


As is well documented, Vampires are very highly sexually charged creatures. What is not well known is that 
for some, their sexual orientation can also be changed to match their sire's. In the case of Jonathan and Kirk, 
they had been resolutely straight until the time of their Creation. Once they had been sired, their sexuality 
changed to become the same as Cian's and Taliesin's. Munky's sexuality was also changed when he was sired by 


Jonathan, although in his case, Munky had strong feelings for Jonathan before his Creation 


Chapter | 


"Im looking through you 
Where did you go? 

| thought | knew you 
What did | know? 

You don't look different 
But you have changed 
Ím looking through you 


n" 


Youre not the saMe... 


The Beatles, 'Im Looking Through You" 


It had been a little over a year since Jonathan and Kirk had seen each other. A little over a year since they 
had helped their sires, Taliesin and Cian, find each other after millennia of searching. And a little over a year 
since Jonathan had all but fucked Kirk through the mattress of his huge four poster bed. 

Not that Jonathan was lonely, however. 


There was always Munky to keep him company. 


Cian had warned him about Munky, reminding him of the saying that the Irish had about Munky's ‘kind’, as Cian 
had said. 


‘ts the quiet ones that you have to watch out for." 


Boy, was he right about ‘ol Munk A Dunk. Munky, to all outside appearances, was quiet, warm, friendly, and 
affable. When the Hunger wasn't upon him, that was. 


Once the Hunger overcame Munky, it was a whole different ballgame. 


At first, Jonathan would watch Munky hunt down his prey, like a hunter watching his dog find the cold, dead 


carcass of a deer. There was a perverse beauty to it. 


Munky usually fed from young women It gave him a reason to almost toy with them. He had that skill down to 
a fine art, without any tutoring from his sire, Jonathan. Never before had Jonathan seen a Vampire so at ease 


with themselves as Munky was. 
The pattern very rarely deviated, but always had the same outcome. 


Munky would spot a girl in the corner of a nightclub, or walking by themselves, or maybe even just sitting on 
a bench waiting for a bus. Then the infamous Shaffer charm would appear, as he went over to them and 


effortlessly struck up a conversation with them. 


Then, his hand would drift up to gently rub at the back of the girl's neck, caressing, soothing. It was then that, 
for some inexplicable reason, the girl found herself wanting to kiss Munky. Would tilt her face upwards to kiss 
Munky, falling prey to his charms. 


And then, in the blinking of an eye, Munky would transform into his true form. Eyes black and slit-like, razor 
sharp fangs unsheathed and ready to plunge into fresh young skin. By the time the girl realised what was going 
on, it would be too late. The fangs were already embedded in her neck, and Munky would already be moaning in 
joy as the blood ran down his throat, its warmth spreading through him like the rays of the sun. 


Goddamn. 


It was all Jonathan could do not to jump Munky there and then and screw him senseless. Even thinking about 
just the sounds that came from Munky as he fed were enough to get him as hard as a rock. 


And jacking off, like so much else for a Vampire, wasn't easy. 


If anything, it could go on for what seemed like forever. 


Jonathan discovered this at the human age of fifteen, when he'd decided that he couldn't hold off from doing it 


any longer. That new poster of Nikki Sixx was just too sexy to ignore. 


It was late at night, when his dad and Lillie were in bed. Alyssa was staying over in his mom's, so there was no 
chance of him being disturbed. So, with one eye on Nikki, and a trembling hand wrapped around his cock, he 


began to stroke it, long, slow strokes that would have sent anyone else's knees weak. 


Not Jonathan's. He was still jacking off when the first rays of the sun were starting to make their way into 
his room. It resulted in Jonathan getting very little sleep, and having a very amused Celtic God laughing at him. 


Cian had left him in agony for two days before informing him that Vampires liked their sex rough. In fact, Cian 
had said, when it came time for him to actually have sex, it would be best to let his Vampire self loose. It just 
made everything easier. When Jonathan had asked if that went for jacking off, Cian merely laughed and told 
him to find out for himself. 


So he did. And damn, was it good. 


As soon as he finally began to cum, Jonathan all but levitated off of the bed, his voice nothing more than a 
low, rumbling growl that bounced off of the walls, and actually made his windows rattle. The big surprise was 
when he saw what came out of him. 

It wasn't spunk. 

It was blood. 

And then his bed had resembled something out of Ed Gein's farmhouse. Or like that scene from ‘| Spit on Your 
Grave', when one of the rapists had his balls and dick sliced off, and there was blood everywhere. Only he 
didn't bleed to death, and he was the one who had to clean it up. 

Thank fuck that Lillie hadn't been there at the time. She'd have staked him there and then 

Cunt. 

But back to Munky. 

Jonathan had never really paid much attention to his friend before. Well, not like that, anyway. He'd been too 
involved with the whole Cian/Taliesin/Kirk thingy. And then when Kirk and he did finally find each other, they'd 
locked themselves into Jonathan's room and stayed there for a fortnight. 

All they'd done was fuck, feed, sleep. Fuck, feed, sleep. And so on. Not that it hadn't been fun. Let's face it, 
when you've got a Vampire with a dominant streak, and very little in the way of niceties paired up with one 
who was loving every minute of being told what to do, it made for window rattling, earth shaking sex. 


And Munky had complained loudly every second day. 


Jonathan looked at Munky, who was strolling back towards his Maker, blood slowly dripping down his chin, fangs 
gleaming in the streetlights and a downright evil grin on his face. 


Fuck. 
Goddamn. 


Jonathan could only stare at his Creation And decided there and then that since he and Kirk were a once a 


year event (if he was lucky), that he was going to educate Munky in the ways of Vampire sex. 


He was going to skewer Munky to the bed if it killed him. 


Chapter 2 


Munky could well remember the night that Jonathan had sired him. Let's face it, its not every day that your 


best friend, and the guy you've had a crush on since the day you'd met reveals himself to be a Vampire. 
Oh, and by the way, he'd quite like you to be one too. 


Not that he didn't look downright fuckable, however. He'd read the reams of fan fiction that had been written 
about his band. And the endless posts on Korn's website (or more to the point, Jonathan's section of Korn's 
website), and yet others out there. Most of Jonathan's female admirers would have literally creamed 


themselves at the mere thought of a Vampiric Jonathan. 


And yet, almost three years ago, he had the real thing standing in front of him in his hotel room. And fuck 


him purple if it wasn't the sexiest thing he'd ever seen. 


Black hair streaming out behind him by a breeze that had appeared from nowhere, his brown eyes narrowed 
to black slits, and his top canines revealed to be razor sharp fangs... Munky had almost cum there and 
then. Then Jonathan had spoken, his voice losing what Bakersfield twang that it had, turning into a beautiful 
Irish lilt, asking him if he wanted to be a part of him forever. 


Now, that, thought Munky, was an offer that was too good to turn down. He'd nodded his reply, his head 
throbbing as he did so. Jonathan seemed to cross the space between them as if he was gliding on air, coming 


to rest beside him on the bed. He barely made an impression on it as he came to rest there. 


"Are you sure that this is what you want, James? | mean, living like this isn't exactly a barrel of laughs. 
Never seeing daylight again, living off of the living......not to mention that if | sire you, there's every possibility 
that you'll end up like me." 


Munky blinked. 


I'd have thought that was obvious. Of course I'll end up like you. You want me to become a Vampire, don't 


you?" he grinned. 


"No. Not only will you end up as a Vampire, what | meant that there's every possibility that you'll end up as 
gay as | am." replied Jonathan 


"We Vampires can be very........sexual creatures. And then there's the fact that once | Create you, you're mine, 
for at least a year and a day. So, like | said; are you sure that this is what you want?" asked Jonathan, his 


hand coming up to caress James’ cheek. 


James shivered despite himself. If being as gay as Jonathan was meant that he stood some chance- any 


chance- of getting within spitting distance of Jonathan, then he was grabbing it with both hands, thank you 


very much. 
James nodded again, his fingers coming up to grasp at Jonathan's hand. 
"Yes. I'm sure. Do it." 


Jonathan grinned, his fangs gleaming in the pale light from the lamps that rested beside James’ bed. James 
took a deep breath, and tilted his head slightly to the right, hoping that he'd exposed enough of his neck to 


Jonathan. 
"Not like that, dick........." said Jonathan, quietly. "Like this........ 


And with a loud snarl, Jonathan wrapped his hand in James’ dreads, pulling his head roughly back. James could 


barely disguise the small moan that escaped from him, and he could've sworn he spotted Jonathan smile at it. 


James' head snapped back, and in one quick move, Jonathan plunged his fangs deep into James’ neck. James’ felt 
as if all of the air that filled his lungs had been forced out of him, and he instinctively began to thrash around 
in Jonathan's grasp. Jonathan, however, was lapping at the large wound that he had created, with a small moan 
puncturing the air as the blood flowed down his throat. 


James had lost track of time. Everything seemed to have slowed down; his head seemed filled with cotton wool. 
It felt, James thought, as if he was coming down with one of his infamous head colds. Then came the cold 


sweat, like being dunked in a barrelful of iced water and left out to dry in the air. 


His legs had stopped thrashing by now, and instead were limply twitching, too weak to even attempt to run 
Jonathan reluctantly pulled away from James’ neck, licking at the wound, and watched it heal before his eyes. 
Even now, after twenty years as a Vampire, it never ceased to amaze him. 


It was only when a low, wheezing breath escaped from James that he remembered what he was doing. 


"You're going to be fine, Munks. Just listen to me, okay?" he whispered. For some strange reason, James 
discovered that Jonathan had a slight lisp once his fangs had been unsheathed. A weak smile played on his lips 
as he nodded at Jonathan. 


"I know that you're probably scared, and that you feel like this is it, that you're going to die. In a way you are, 
but you're not. And The Becoming won't be easy. Just remember that you're not alone. I'm here. I'll be the one 
who'll help you through it” said Jonathan softly. James nodded again, his breath coming out in small gasps by 
now. 


Jonathan bit at his own wrist, and winced at the bitter taste of his own blood. It formed into a small puddle, 
and began to trickle down towards his hand. 


"Munks? Munks, listen up." Jonathan said, shaking at James' shivering form. James opened his eyes, and tried to 
focus on Jonathan's face. 


| need you to drink from me, yeah? Just try not to drink too much, otherwise......well, let's just say that the 


results aren't too good" He placed his wrist close to James’ lips, and James licked weakly at his sire's blood. 


It tasted, thought James, vaguely like wine. He looked up at Jonathan through heavily lidded eyes. "Come on, 
Murks. Drink..." whispered Jonathan, pressing his wrist harder against James’ lips. This time, James didn't 
need telling twice. 


What he would soon know to be The Hunger washed over him, and he latched onto Jonathan's wrist like a pit 
bull would latch onto a burglar's leg. The resulting howl of pain and joy that came from Jonathan burned itself 
onto James' memory like a white hot branding iron. James drank deeply, Jonathan's blood burning as it flowed 


down his throat. 


Jonathan, at this point, could only gasp in what sounded to James, like the brink of an earth shattering orgasm. 
And if by his drinking Jonathan's blood, he could keep pulling those gasps and growls of pleasure from 
Jonathan's body, then he was going to keep drinking. 


It was proving too much for Jonathan. His head began to swim, and he knew that if he allowed James to 


continue drinking, he'd fall into the cold sleep. 


"Jameg.........James, stop......please, you've got to stop drinking... " gasped Jonathan. 


bed. The mattress made a soft thudding sound as he hit it. Strangely enough, he felt exhausted, and yet he 
hadn't done the hard work. All he'd done was drink Jonathan's blood. 


Jonathan had also fallen onto the bed, pitching forward to land face first beside James. James was now 
officially his first Creation, and as such, would be just as close to him, if not closer, than Kirk/Taliesin would 
ever be. Which suited Jonathan fine. He was already thinking of the fun to be had when it came to training 


James. 


But all that would have to wait until after James had undergone The Becoming. It wasn't painless, nor was it 
pretty. And since both he and Munks were currently on tour with Korn, how the fuck were they going to 
explain all the howls and the screams coming from James' room? Not to mention all the growling and snarling 


that usually accompanied a new Creation's first attack of The Hunger? 

Fuck it. 

Cross that bridge when we get to it. 

It came sooner than Jonathan thought. The following afternoon, to be precise. Just when he thought that it 


couldn't get any worse. Even getting James out of the hotel and onto his tour bus had been a job and a half. 
Mainly because James had forgotten that now he was a Vampire, he had to avoid sunlight. Cue a breakneck 


dash towards the tour bus with at least four blankets apiece over them. 


And even then, not all of Jonathan had been covered up totally. It resulted in a third degree burn to his arm. 
He thanked Cian for blessing him with exceptional healing powers, and made a note to spend some time later on 
healing up. At the moment, James was his main problem. No sooner had they made it onto the bus, than The 
Becoming started.. 


Chapter 3 


James’ Becoming was nothing short of sheer hell. It began just as the sun had begun to set, and even though 
Jonathan had been expecting it, the ferocity with which it took hold of James was frightening. 


One minute all was quiet on the bus, save for the humming of the engine. 
And then, it started. 


A stomach churning, blood curdling scream reverberated through the bus, making Jonathan sit bolt upright. 
He'd sat up so quickly that he bounced his head off of the roof of his bunk. 


It was followed by another bloodcurdling scream. 


"What's up, James?" yelled back Jonathan, trying to keep calm, more for his sake than James’. 


"What the fuck..........ohjesuschnist........is happening to me?" The question was followed by a long, drawn out groan 


of agony, before yet another scream of pain split the air. 


Jonathan jumped out of his bunk, and made his way towards where James was meant to be sleeping. This was 
NOT going to be fun From the sounds of it, James’ Becoming was going to end up killing him, if Jonathan didn't 
look after him properly. 


The sight that greeted Jonathan once he'd reached James’ bunk was a horrific one. James was curled up in a 
ball, almost bent double in pain, his bedclothes thrown over his face in an attempt to lessen the volume of his 
screams of agony. A loud growl came from underneath the covers, and Jonathan rested a hand on what felt 


like James' shoulder. 
"Hey. Hey, Munks. It's gonna be okay. Trust me." 


The covers shifted, and James stuck his head out from under them. He looked absolutely wretched. His face 
was covered in a thin film of sweat, and his facial features were attempting to undergo The Change. His eyes, 
although now a shade of onyx, hadn't quite narrowed into their usual slit like state. And the fangs were already 
starting to emerge, albeit slowly and very painfully. 


"Oh, sure..........'trust me', he says. | trusted you......last night." gasped James. "Now fucking......look at me. What 
the fuck did you do to me?" 


"What you wanted me to do to you. | Created you. | told you last night that it wasn't going to be easy." James 


began to shiver violently beneath the covers, and tried to glare at Jonathan, 


"You.....nev....never told me.....AD0UT.....THIS nnn 


James screamed again, as if a white hot knife was being driven into his guts and being twisted there. Jonathan 


raised his hand, and placed it on James’ forehead. 

"Would it have made any difference if | had? Some of us are lucky in that our Becoming wasn't too painful. But 
the fact remains that no matter what, The Becoming is painful, and nothing can change that. Think yourself 
lucky. | had no-one there to help me when | went through my Becoming. And | was only thirteen human years 
old. 


Try explaining The Becoming to a father that was a Born Again Christian. And one that had already taken you 


to be exorcised. You are one of the lucky ones. At least you've still got me." 


Jonathan perched himself on the edge of James’ bunk All James could do was raise an eyebrow in Jonathan's 


direction. 


"And this is......lucky? Davis, you dick... fuckinghell....can |....8aY how..... much | hate you right.....now?" He 
stiffened up as a bolt of pain lanced through his stomach. 


Jonathan smiled. 

"You could. But it wouldn't make things any easier. It'll only last for around a day. If you're strong," 

"A DAY!?! Oh, fucking hell..." shouted James, biting down on his bottom lip. He winced and then let out 
another yell of surprise and pain. 

transforming into razor sharp fangs. 

"Ah. | see your fangs are just about formed. Lucky bastard. It took at least two days for mine to emerge." 


"If you tell me that I'm ‘lucky! again, I'm going to rip your throat out” snarled James, his voice little more than 


a wolf like growl. 


He lifted his head up, and glared menacingly at Jonathan. In the time it had taken for the friends to discuss 
The Becoming and The Change, James’ features had fully transformed to reveal his true Vampiric self. 


Jonathan could barely hide the sigh that escaped from him at the sight of James. James, meanwhile, was 


wearing a puzzled look on his face. 


"Okay, where the fuck did that come from?" 


"Where did what come from?" replied Jonathan. He knew full well that that was what could now be expected 
from James when he had Changed. And as far as he was concerned, it was a thing of beauty. 


"The whole ‘I'm going to rip your throat out thing. And why has all the pain gone away?" 


"The pain hasn't gone away. Call it the calm before the storm, if you like. As for ripping my throat out, well, 


that's your true self coming out" 


"My true self. Shitting Jesus, HIV, could | be any more confused than | am now? Have you got any more 


surprises for me?" 
Jonathan grinned, and his features shifted to reveal his Vampiric self. 


"Not that | can think of. Just try and hang in there. IIl be over soon enough. Be prepared though; The Hunger 
will kick in within a day or so, just after you've gone through The Becoming. And that's when Mr. ‘I'm going to 
rip your throat out Shaffer will come out" 


For the next twelve hours, Jonathan and James' tour bus was filled with what sounded like a Wes Craven 
production. All out screams of pain, howls of terror, and animalistic growls and moans. All Jonathan could do 


was sit there, keeping a careful watch over his Creation as The Becoming took hold of him. 


He almost felt sorry for James, as he thrashed around in his tiny bunk, his internal organs slowly 


disintegrating inside of him. 
Almost. 


But, reasoned Jonathan, all the pain and suffering was going to be worth it in the end, if the small glimpse of 
James' Vampiric self was anything to go by. It was all very well being the dominant one in a relationship, but 


every so often Jonathan liked having someone who could be just as domineering and evil as he was. 


And it looked like James' Vampiric self could more than keep up with, if not surpass Jonathan in the evil stakes. 
Jonathan almost drooled at the thought of it. Thank fuck that Kirk and he had come to their once a year 


arrangement, because he'd hate to have to choose between Kirk and James. 


Not that he would choose at all. He couldn't. And therein laid the problem. For just as he found Kirk's 


submissiveness a major turn on, so too was James’ predicted vicious streak. 
Boy, was this going to be fun 
Jonathan was pulled out of his lustful thoughts by a persistent tapping on his shoulder. He turned to find 


himself staring at a fully transformed James, his blackened, slit like eyes gleaming with an evil 


mischievousness, fangs sparkling in the pale light that came from the light in his bunk. 


"When can | feed? I'm starving." 


Chapter 4 


Jonathan turned and stared at James, The Change coming over him effortlessly. He could hardly believe his 


ears. 

"Excuse me?" 

James wore an evil grin on his newly Changed face, and ran the tip of his tongue over his fangs. 

"You heard, Davis. When can | feed? I've got a rumbly in my tumbly. Or some such crap." 

Jonathan grinned. "Ah. Hello there, Mr. ‘I'm going to rip your throat out Shaffer. Pleased to meet you. | think” 
James let out a snort of laughter. 


"Now why would | want to rip your throat out, Davis? If it wasn't for you, | wouldn't be the magnificent 
Creation that now stands before you.” 


"Fuck me. Not only are you an evil bastard, but now you're an arrogant one, too." 
"Oh yes. And no, | don't think Ill fuck you... " replied James, as he walked towards the front of the bus. 


"Not just yet, anyway." he finished, out of earshot of Jonathan, 


Jonathan followed James a few minutes later. James was sitting at the front of the bus, under the pretence 
of admiring the full moon that hung in the sky over Buttfuck, USA. Jonathan was not blind to the fact that 
what James was really doing was eyeing up his driver's neck. 

"Hey." 

"Hey there, Davis." 

"Want a word of advice?" 

James turned to stare at his sire. "Not really, but lm sure that I'm going to get it anyway." 


Jonathan's voice lowered without him even trying. 


"Listen, pal. If I'm being honest, | quite like the new, improved Shaffer. But you'd do well to remember that l'm 


the one who sired you, and as such, I'm the one who will teach you the ways of your bloodline. So if l'm 


offering advice, Shaffer, you will take it. Got it?" 


Jonathan's voice was little more than a growl, and carried a tone that let James know that he was not to be 
messed with. James sat back, his arms folded, his gaze falling over Jonathan. 


"Okay, HIV. Spill it" 
Jonathan moved closer to James’ ear, his voice so low that only he and James could hear it. 


"Don't even think of trying to feed from my driver. Not unless you want to try and kill yourself before you've 


had a chance to be a Vampire." 

"And why not?" James continued to stare at Jonathan's driver's neck. 

"Because Simon's a Vampire too. And that's the first rule you need to know. It goes against every Vampiric Law 
to drink another satyr's blood. In most cases, it is lethal. And if, by some miracle, you were to survive it, you 

would immediately be Outcast. I've only just Created you, James. | don't want my first Creation either dying or 

being Outcast, got it?" 

James sighed resignedly. "Yep. Got it. But like | said earlier; l'm hungry. So, when can | feed?" 

"Impatient, aren't you?" 


"Don't fuck with me, Davis. Hungry. Need. To. Feed” 


‘For a start, you'd love me to fuck with you. Secondly, I'll bring you out to feed as soon as we hit the next 
city. Which should be in about five minutes. Think you can hang on for that long?" 


"Until | feed or until you fuck with me?" 

"Jesus Christ. | think | preferred you when you hadn't Changed. Smart ass." shot back Jonathan 
"Stop talking about my ass. | mean, | know you want it, but do you have to keep talking about it?" 
"| give up. You've turned out to be just as gay as | am" 

‘Hey, Davis?" 

"What now?" 


"Are we there yet?" James said, a grin on his face. 


Jonathan had gotten Simon, his driver, to let him and James out near a Gothic club. If Vampires were to have 


an equivalent to McDonalds, then Gothic clubs were it. 

Hell, he and James could easily stroll in there, fully Changed, and in the throes of The Hunger, and no-one 
would bat an eyelid. And, as with nearly every Gothic club that he visited, he knew that he wouldn't be the 
only Vampire in there. 

Tonight was no exception. 


"We're not alone." Jonathan said to James, taking a deep breath as he did so. 


"Fuck, you're clever." replied James, that evil grin on his face that Jonathan was beginning to fall in love with. 


"Of course we're not alone, dimwit. We're in a fucking club." 

"I mean as in there are other Vampires here. Fuckwit" 

Jonathan could see a pattern emerging between he and James. Once The Change had hit James, he became an 
arrogant smart ass, with an evil streak to equal Jonathan's. And although to others, it might look as if he and 


James were arguing a lot, it was far from what others thought. 


The insults and name calling were covering up the already deep friendship that existed between the two satyrs, 
both men knowing that there was every possibility for their relationship to deepen yet again 


Jonathan unsheathed his fangs, blending in with most of the regulars easily. James, meanwhile, was eyeing up 


his potential dinner for that night. 

"Small world, Davis." 

Jonathan turned around, and found himself looking down at all 5'5" of Slipknot's Joey Jordison. 
"Since when have you been in town?" 


"About three days. You?" Joey's skin was even paler than usual, and his fangs seemed whiter against his black 
lipstick. 


"Just got in My new Creation needs to feed, so | thought I'd bring him here." replied Jonathan, pointing at 


James. 


"| didn't know that Mini-Me was a Vampire!" said James, looking down at Joey, smiling. 
"Ha ha. Like | haven't heard that one before. | take it The Becoming unleashed the animal in him?" 
"Wouldn't you like to know?" 


"Not in this eternity. | don't swing in your direction, pal. Anyway, even if | did, it wouldn't be possible. Different 


bloodlines, you see." 
"Eh?" asked James, looking at Jonathan. 


"We're from Cian's bloodline. ‘Ol Joey here is from Merlin's bloodline. So even if Joey wanted your ass, he 


couldn't have it. | know your life will now not be worth living, but them there's the breaks." 


"Oh look. 'm shattered" deadpanned James. The look that he gave Jonathan let him know that even if Joey was 


interested, he wasn't. 
"Okay then, Shaffer. You still want to feed?" asked Jonathan, 
"Thought you'd never ask. | feel like chewing off my own leg here." 


"Right then. See anyone you like the look of? Male, female? Dark haired, blonde, beautiful, ugly.......the choice is 


yours." 


James laughed out loud "You make it sound like I'm on the fucking Love Connection | really don't care who | 


feed from. Just so long as | can feed, l'm fine." 


Joey was staring at a young girl that resembled Mortitia Addams from The Addams Family. He nudged James 
in the ribs. 


"Her. She should be your first feed. To be honest, she wants you." 
James stood and stared at Joey in amazement. "And how the fuck do you know all this?" 


"One of the perks of being from Merlin's bloodline. Not only are we great magicians, we are also blessed with 


psychic abilities. She's wondering if you have a girlfriend as we speak." 


"This gets better and better. My best friend is a Vampire, who then turns me into one, and now I've got a 
psychic midget telling me who to feed from. You couldn't make it up." 


Joey sighed. "Suit yourself. Don't say | didn't tell you." 


"Okay, okay, I'll take your word for it. But just this once." replied James, making his way over towards the girl. 
Joey stared at Jonathan. "You, Davis, are a fucked up pervert, you know that?" 


Jonathan returned Joey's stare, and tried to look innocent, which never worked with Joey. "And what's that 


supposed to mean?" 


"The only reason you sired Munks is because you want to fuck him stupid. Like | said. You're a fucked up 


pervert." 


"There's times where your bloodline is a royal pain in the ass. And if you dare tell James that | want his butt, 


Ill hunt you down and stake you myself” 


Joey smiled. "Now why would | tell him that? It'd spoil all the fun of the chase. Now, keep a close eye on your 
Creation, HIV. Otherwise, that pretty little thing over there might just beat you to it" 


Jonathan looked over to where James was now standing. James was looking decidedly comfortable with the girl 
he'd chosen to feed from. Something that resembled jealousy welled up inside of Jonathan as James began to 


steer the girl towards the door. 


And as James made his way outside with his dinner, he looked back at Jonathan from over his shoulder, fangs 
unsheathed, as if to say; "Don't worry. Its nothing personal. Just my way of making sure | get to feed. 


If James had noticed how his sire felt about him, then he wasn't saying. 
Bastard, thought Jonathan. 


Two can play at his game.. 


Chapter 5 


James had taken to being a Vampire like a duck to water. Feeding had come very easily to him, and he revelled 
in the chase of his victims. His newly acquired demeanour suited the new and improved James Shaffer down to 


the ground, and even Jonathan liked the result of his siring. 


One of James' newly found quirks was his way of working in quotes remembered from his childhood. Jonathan 


always knew when James wanted to feed. 
"Hey, Davis. Let's go feed; I've got a rumbly in my tumbly.’ 


Somehow Jonathan couldn't quite grasp how James had managed to bring Winnie the Pooh into going out and 
feeding, but fuck it. It was one of the things that kept he and James close. 


But not as close as Jonathan would've liked... 


It was a cold and damp night in San Francisco. Jonathan and James had originally gone up there to see if Kirk 
wanted to join them on Jonathan's bus for at least two weeks, but Kirk had cried off, mainly because Metallica 
were gearing up for the European leg of their World Tour. 


So that left them both at a loose end, and saw them giving into their ‘tourist side, deciding to give the 
infamous Haight Ashbury area a visit. 


"Damn. It's fucking cold tonight." said James, blowing into his cupped hands in an attempt to warm them up. 


"| wouldn't know. | got used to being permanently cold when | was fourteen | wouldn't bother doing that if | 


were you; it never works." replied Jonathan, who was busy staring across the street at a rundown club. 


‘Sorry, sir. Won't do it again, sir." sneered James, putting his hands into his pockets. Jonathan grinned back at 
his Creation. 


"See that you don't. Otherwise I'll have to punish you." 


"Promises, promises..." shot back James, following Jonathan's gaze towards the club. He nudged Jonathan in 


the ribs. 


"Are we going in to feed over there or not? I've got a rumbly in my tumbly.’ 


"Nah......give it an hour or so. | feel like chasing my dinner tonight." Jonathan pulled his long leather coat around 


himself, and sat down on a low wall to wait. James joined him, whistling as he did so. 


Four Hours Later: The two satyrs were still waiting, and James had progressed from whistling to actually 
singing. Although Jonathan had never heard the song that was being sung before, he assumed that it was all a 
part of James’ habit of using things from his childhood. All went silent for a moment, before James began to 


sing the same song again, in a low voice. 


"Where the fuck did you dig that one up from?" asked Jonathan, looking puzzled. 
"What?" replied James, digging his hands deeper into his coat pockets. 


"That song. I've never heard of it before. Or maybe | have; | just can't remember it" James smiled, his fangs 


unsheathing as he did. 


"I'd never heard of it either. Well, not until | met another Vampire over in Ireland, when we played in Dublin. 
Ciara, | think her name was. Cute, too. And | think she was from Arianrhod's bloodline. Anyway, remember when 


you went to that Industrial club? ‘Dominion’, you said it was." 


Jonathan nodded. "You missed a good night there, Munks. I've never seen so much PVC and leather in my life. 


And it helped that one of Cernnunos' lot was there too; made feeding a lot easier." 

James frowned slightly. 

"Ministry and Skinny Puppy have never been my all time favourites. Anyway, this Ciara chick brought me up 
to this place in Dublin, she called it the Forty Steps. Said that it was haunted by a spirit called The Sandyman. 


We were waiting for some poor shmuck to come along, and she sang that while we were waiting. 


Apparently, the kids in Ireland used it to learn road safety. Why she sang it, | have no clue. But, my dinner 
over there looks exactly like that Ciara chick. That's why l'm singing it" 


Jonathan Changed, licking his lips as he did so. "Looks like your dinner's date might be to my taste. He looks like 
Antonio Banderas." 


Both men smiled at each other. It was James who spoke first 

"Gay bastard" 

"Shut the fuck up. You're just as gay as | am, you just don't want to admit it" 

James opened his mouth to speak, then thought better of it. It only made him look like he was catching flies. 


"You still got that rumbly in your tumbly? It looks like your dinner is making it's escape." called Jonathan, 


Jonathan wasn't in the mood to be careful or subtle that night. He just wanted to feed and then get back to 
the bus. Not that he'd been sleeping too well recently. His feelings for James had intensified over the past few 
months, and although he'd put it down to the fact that he was James’ sire, he was beginning to think that 


what it really was, was plain, old fashioned lust. 


He didn't want to act on these recently noticed feelings either. James hadn't yet come around to the fact that 
he'd inherited his Maker's sexual orientation, and Jonathan didn't want to scare him away. James, for all his 
arrogance and bravado, was still a young Vampire, and as such, was still slightly wet behind the ears when it 


came to surviving in the big and wonderfully bad world. 


The two men walked purposefully behind their prey, their footsteps as silent as if they were walking on snow. 
Both men resembled twins(albeit evil ones), dressed as they were in almost matching outfits. Black jeans, black 
shirts(in Jonathan's case, silk), and long black leather coats. James had given into Jonathan's whining, and dyed 


his dreadlocks a blue-black colour, whereas Jonathan's hair streamed down his back like a river of black ink. 
They Changed as one, quickening their pace so as to catch up with their victims, and exchanged an evil glance. 


"Wanna be totally evil tonight?" grinned Jonathan, a malevolent gleam in his onyx-like eyes. James returned 


Jonathan's grin. 


"Meaning?" he asked, raising an eyebrow. 


The young couple were strolling along as young lovers do, oblivious to all around them. The girl looked no more 
than nineteen, her boyfriend maybe a year older. Both were of the Gothic persuasion, and both wore all that 
was expected of their kind 

All the better to be grabbed by... 


Jonathan leapt out in front of them from seemingly nowhere, hair streaming backwards as he did so. His eyes 


were almost red, and his fangs seemed sharper than ever. James marvelled at his sire's evil streak. 


"Good evening, kiddies. Going somewhere?" growled Jonathan, bringing forth a scream from the girl. Jonathan 


cocked his head to the side, as if he was puzzled by the girl's reaction 


"Aww. What's wrong? | thought your kind liked meeting Vampires." The grin that Jonathan now wore was 
beginning to scare even James. The young man, however, was about to make a fatal mistake. 


"Yeah. I's amazing what you can do with some make up from a joke store. Now, fuck off and let us go home." 
Jonathan almost looked hurt by the young man's words. He beckoned to James, and brought him forward. 


"You see, this is why | prefer to feed in the clubs. Less chat, and more feeding. At least the little bastards 
don't get lippy with you, and accuse you of being a fake on the dance floor." 


Jonathan threw an arm around James shoulder, and steered him towards the young girl. 

"| take it you've still got that rumbly in your tumbly?" 

James flashed his fangs as he grinned. 

‘Oh yeah. And its getting worse." 

In the blinking of an eye, Jonathan had grabbed the man, pulling and twisting his arms up behind his back. 

"So I'm a fake, am |? If l'm a fake, then you must also think that my friend here is a fake. Why don't we stand 
here and watch my friend prove to you just how fake we are?" Jonathan snarled in his victim's ear, his breath 
as icy as the north wind. The man shivered, despite himself. 

"James. Why don't you show this kiddie here just how fake we are?" 


"With pleasure, my sire..." replied James, his arm shooting out, and grabbing the girl by the hair. 


The girl froze, too scared to even scream, as she was pulled back towards a, by now, fully Changed James, his 


eyes just two narrow slits of onyx, his fangs razor sharp. 

Jonathan laughed, a low wheezing sound that made the air vibrate. 

"Watch and learn, fool..." 

In one fluid movement, James pulled the girl's head back and to the side, and with a loud, feral snarl, bared his 


fangs and plunged them into her neck. She hadn't even got time to call out to her boyfriend before James 
began to drink deeply from her. 


James smiled around the large wound he had created on the girl's neck, and listened to her gasp for breath as 
he stopped drinking. Her boyfriend struggled to escape from Jonathan's clutches, trying to save his girlfriend 
from these monsters. 


And just when the young man didn't think that it could get any worse, it did. 


James took his mouth away from the girl's neck, causing her blood to spurt out in an arc slightly, before it 


just trickled down her throat. He smiled at Jonathan, blood oozing down his chin, an evil grin on his face. 
Jonathan, despite himself, couldn't resist speaking his mind. 
"Have you any idea just how good you look like that?" 


"Nah. You'll have to tell me after we've fed." replied James, listening to the air in the girl's lungs gurgle out of 
the wound, before plunging his fangs back into her neck again. 


Jonathan let out a low moan of desire as James finished feeding from the girl. 

Jesus Christ, he thought. Just when | thought | could get the fucker out of my head. 

The young man struggled in Jonathan's grasp, pulling him back to reality. 

"Oh yes. | forgot. Time to feed." snarled Jonathan, and drove his fangs into his prey's throat, draining him in 
one go, before tossing his cold carcass to the side. It was only when he was finished, that he noticed James 
staring at him, in barely disguised admiration 

"What?" asked Jonathan, wiping the blood from his chin 


"You fucker. You never told me you were that evil" 


"Didn't think that | needed to. Personally, I'd have thought it was obvious." 


"And what was all that about me not having any idea of how good | looked when | took a break from feeding?" 
"Oh. That. Never mind." Jonathan said, and tried not to look like his secret was out. 

| guess you were right." 

"About what?" 

"Me being just as gay as you are." replied James. 


Jonathan looked at James, casually stepping over the carcasses of their victims, and closing the gap between 


them. 

"And what made you come to that conclusion?" he asked, as he stood almost nose to nose with James. 

"I think it was when you made that guy watch as | drained his chick Not that | liked being told what to do, 
mind you. But I've never seen you look as evil as you did when you jumped out at those two. And that's when 


it hit me." 


Jonathan smiled, still completely transformed. A small amount of blood still remained on his fangs, and he didn't 


bother to lick it off. 
"When what hit you?" 
James was trying to resist the urge to lean forward and lick what blood remained on Jonathan's fangs and lips. 


"When | realised that I've always wanted to be more than friends with you." 


Chapter 6 
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"I wanna live 

/ wanna love 

But its a long hard road out of hell..." 
‘Long Hard Road Out Of Hell" 

Marilyn Manson, 


The two satyrs stood facing each other; the only sound to be heard was the chill San Francisco wind cutting 
through the air like a knife. Jonathan was frozen to where he stood, too afraid to say anything in case James’ 
evil streak told him that it was all a joke. 


And not even he could forgive James for that. 


"Is this another one of your jokes, James?" asked Jonathan, quietly. 
James shook his head. "No. That's one thing | don't think | could joke about. I've wanted you ever since you 
walked into the rehearsal rooms back in Huntingdon Beach, wearing that shitty little black mini skirt over your 


jeans." Jonathan would have blushed if it had been possible. 


"Hm. l'm glad to say that my dress sense has improved since then. At least | don't go on stage wearing a mini 


skirt anymore." 

"No. Now you just wear kilts instead. Which is really just a glorified skirt” 

"Fuck you, Shaffer. | happen to be very proud of my Scottish roots." shot back Jonathan, grinning. 

"Anyway, you always seemed like you weren't interested in me. When Reg told us all that you were gay, | 
thought that maybe | might have been in with a chance, but then again, you were always sleeping when | 
wanted to talk to you. | put it down to your insomnia, but now | know better." James returned the grin that 


Jonathan had thrown in his direction. 


"Just one question" 


"Yeah?" 

"Why did you sire me?" 

ltd have thought that was obvious.” replied Jonathan, bringing his hand up to play with his hair. 
"Maybe it is. But | want to hear it from you. Prove me wrong," 


"Lal sired you because Cian knew the truth. Fuck, he shared my mind for almost twenty years. If he didn't 
know me, no-one did. He knew how | really felt, that the only reason that | have feelings for Hamlet is because 
of what happened between him and Taliesin. Underneath it all, the person that | really wanted to be with was 


you. 


It was Cian who told me to sire you. He said that he didn't want me to end up as he did, constantly searching 
for his soul mate. That he was blessed, because he and his soul mate were both Vampires, and therefore 
were able to search for each other. You, on the other hand, were Mortal. If | didn't sire you, then | would end 
up watching you grow old, end up watching you die, and yet | might never have the courage to tell you my 


true feelings." 
James' smile faded somewhat. "So.......you do love Kirk, then?" 
Jonathan thought for a moment. 


"Yes, | do, in a way. We share a strong bond, James; we were sired by two of the most powerful Celtic Gods in 
the whole of the Sucellos Tradition. And to the members of Cian's bloodline, | am seen as the incarnation of our 
founder, being that Cian himself Created me. Cian and Taliesin were the first two Gods to be Created by 


Sucellos himself. So, yes, | do love Kirk, James." He paused to take a breath. 


"But, my feelings for you are totally different to my feelings for Kirk. Kirk, | can quite easily imagine living 
without. You, however, | can't. If | didn't have you in my life, | don't know what I'd do. And that's the main 
reason why | sired you; because | don't want to spend the next millennia without you. Our year and a day as 
Teacher and Student is almost up, James. Have you any clue how much | will miss you when you go your own 


way in the world?" 


"Who says that | have to go? Or is that another of your Vampiric Laws?" asked James, his features returning 


to normal, a sad look coming to rest there. 
‘Its not a Law, but it is what usually happens once the year and a day of tutoring is up. In fact, its very rare 
for a male Creation to remain with his sire after their tutoring. And yet for a female Creation, it is unheard 


of for them to leave their male sire." explained Jonathan. 


"What if | don't want to leave? What if | want to stay with you? | mean, you're the incarnation of Cian. So 


technically, you can break the rules that ‘you' laid down. And anyway, | bet half of those girls stayed with 
their sires because they loved them, didn't they?" James voice had a slightly desperate tone to it. 


"| suppose so. But then again, apart from Hamlet, Cian and Taliesin, I've never had to deal with a gay Vampire 
before. Why do you ask that question, though?" Jonathan replied, beginning to walk away from James, back 
towards their bus. 


"Because........| love you. | don't want to go. In fact, I'd rather be Outcast than spend the rest of my life without 
youl" James yelled, as Jonathan kept walking. 


Jonathan turned to face James. 


"Don't say that you love me if you don't mean it, James. Because to be honest, if this is just one big joke to 
you, | don't think that | could bear it. I've been through enough with the whole Cian/Taliesir/Kirk crap. | don't 


need someone else fucking with my head, okay?" 


"I do mean it! Why do you think | actually /et you sire me in the first place? | want to spend eternity with you, 
you dick! If | didn't love you, why did | spend so much time with you on the Family Values tour, when you were 
having panic attacks, and threatening to kill yourself? Who was the one that spend hours just fucking holding 
you? It wasn't fucking Bilfy! He was too busy getting wasted and fucking every girl he saw!" 


By now, there were tears flowing down James' face, a slight red tinge to them. 


It was me! Me! And if that doesn't prove to you that | love you, then you're a bigger asshole than | thought!" 


It was at that last shout from James, that Jonathan stopped. Maybe it was time that Jonathan stopped hiding 
behind the carefully cultivated persona he'd spent the last twenty years hiding behind. He turned to stare at 


James, letting his gaze fall over the ‘magnificent Creature’ that he'd created almost a year ago. 


All 62" of James Christian Shaffer stood before him, his blackened dreadlocks falling around his face, his 
impossibly dark brown eyes staring at him, filled as they were with tears. Jonathan's heart leapt at the sight. 
Maybe James was telling the truth. It wasn't very often that a Vampire cried, hence the slight blood red tinge 
to their tears. 


Jonathan stood, rooted to the spot, as James made his way over to him. 
"Just when | thought that | couldn't want you anymore than | did, you dick, you sired me. That was it as far 


as | was concerned. As far as l'm concerned, you fucking own me now. I'd say heart and soul, but from what | 


can remember, Vampires don't have souls. And you said it yourself that Im heartless." 


James leant forward, and kissed Jonathan lightly on the lips. 


"Tell me that you didn't want that. Tell me that you honestly don't want me, and I'll leave right now. | don't 
think that | can spend another night on that bus if you don't want me around." 


Jonathan, at this point, was filled with love, lust, and confusion. He'd been waiting almost twelve years to hear 
James say that he felt the same as he did, and now that he had, Jonathan didn't know what the fuck to do or 
say next. 

"UM enn @Pennlimmee’ WAS all that Jonathan could manage to stammer out. How the hell could he tell James that 
it really was what he wanted? He'd bottled it up inside him for almost twelve years, and now that he was 
faced with letting it all out, he couldn't. It was almost as if there his emotions were caught in an old wine 
bottle, and the cork was so old, it had gotten stuck 

James stood back, unable to disguise the disappointment on his face. 

to the bus, shoving his hands into his pockets as he did so. He hung his head, reminding Jonathan of a small 
boy who'd just seen the local bully smash up his G1 Joe. 


"James?" 


James turned to stare at his Sire, the man responsible for his very existence. He replied, his voice devoid of 


all emotion, except possibly a tone of abject disappointment. 
"Yes?" 


It took every ounce of courage that Jonathan possessed to say what might have been the four most 


important words he'd ever had to say. 

"Don't go, James. Stay." 

James froze in disbelief. "Excuse me?" 

"You heard me. Don't go. Stay. You're right. | did want that kiss. And | do want you. More than you'll ever know. 
Fuck, James, how else can | prove to you how much I've wanted you?" sighed Jonathan, crossing the gap that 
lay between them, effortlessly. 


James lifted his head, and stared at Jonathan from under heavily lidded eyes. 


"You could always kiss me, | guess," he grinned. His fangs rested on his bottom lip, still slightly covered in blood. 


"Are you sure that's all you want me to do?" replied Jonathan, returning James's evil grin. 


James moved closer to Jonathan, and ran his hand up his arm, coming to rest on the back of Jonathan's neck. 


He leaned into Jonathan's face, tilting his own slightly to the right. 


Fangs nipped at the other's opposing flesh, drawing blood, and drawing forth a pained moan from James. 


Jonathan pulled away from his Creation James’ face fell in disappointment again. 


themselves, effortlessly. "I don't think it would be wise to have them in use right now, do you?" His hand 
drifted up to tangle itself in James’ hair. 


James grinned. "Oh yeah. | don't think it'd do for me to be Outcast at the moment, do you?" 

Jonathan shook his head. "Not exactly. Think of this as me teaching you a lesson" he whispered, as his lips 
found their way up to James’ neck, and lay open mouthed kisses there. James stifled a low moan, as his hand 
buried itself into the mass of black hair that lay in front of him. 

"In what, sir?" James replied, in his usual sarcastic tone. 

"Wait and see, my child" 

James' eyebrows shot up, landing somewhere in his hair. That definitely wasn’t Jonathan's voice. It was the 
Irish lilt that gave it away; the Irish lilt that spoke to him almost a year and a day ago, the day (or night) that 
he had been sired. 

This wasn't his Jonathan. 

It was Cian. 

James shuddered, and thought carefully before he spoke. 

questioningly. It was Jonathan who looked up at him, no doubt about that, but it was most definitely Cian who 
spoke to him. 


"Yes, my child?" came the reply. 


For a few moments, James felt like he was in an old horror movie, watching his best friend, and hopefully, his 


soon to be lover, being possessed by some other-worldly creature. Only he wasn't, and this was definitely Cian 
that was speaking to him. The loss of Jonathan's slight Bakersfield twang was a dead giveaway. 


"Why are you here, Cian?" asked a stunned James. 


Cian smiled, and ran his tongue across his fangs. "Jonathan is an exceptional Vampire, no doubt. But there are 
certain things than he cannot teach you, young James. It was | and Taliesin who taught Jonathan all he knows 


in this field. And now it will be | who will school YOU ne 
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James pulled away from Jonathan, trying to take in what his alter ego had said. 


still has much to learn. Whereas |, mo phaste, am a Vampire of some two thousand years standing. Even now, 


Jonathan has much to learn. Now, young James, all you need do is relax. And learn... 
And with that, Cian kissed James so hard that he found it hard to breathe. His head swam and what had 
begun to feel at first like some dim form of pleasure turned into a tidal wave of sheer want and need, and 
swallowed him whole. 

James’ knees buckled and his legs went out from under him, causing him to tighten his grip around Cian's neck. 
A small, barely audible moan escaped from him, as Cian's kiss intensified, his tongue coming out to flick lazily 
at James' fangs. James stiffened, suddenly realising that they were still in what could be perceived as being in 


public, and he reluctantly pulled away from Cian. 


The sight made James only want Cian/Jonathan only more. His eyes were heavily lidded, his lips swollen, and to 


James, he looked like Satan incarnate. His cock involuntarily hardened, and he moaned quietly. 
Cian looked at James, puzzled. 

"Cad e sin, Seamus?" asked Cian, causing James to stare at him, blankly. 

"What? What does that mean?" asked James. 

"What?" 

"What you've just said’ 


Cian thought for a second. "My apologies, James. | tend to lapse back into my native tongue sometimes. What | 


said in Gaelic was ‘What is it, James?" 


"We're in public, Cian. | know that | can be evil, but an exhibitionist, | am not" 


Cian effortlessly picked James up, and swooped, bird like, back to Jonathan's bus. "Is this more to your liking?" 


he asked, bringing forth a smile from James. 


"Il feel more comfortable inside the bus, but this will do. For now." 


As soon as both men had entered the bus, Cian picked up James, and slammed him against the nearest wall. 
James' breath was forced out of him, and he was just about to protest, when Cian kissed him, yet again. Again 
it was a forceful kiss, his fangs scraping against James' lips, and drawing blood. 


Cian's hand dropped down to rest on James’ cock, and James bucked his hips upwards, grinding against Cian. He 
didn't think that it could get any better than this; all he wanted to do was cum. It didn't matter if Cian didn't 
screw him, or suck him off. Cian's touch alone was enough to make him delirious with want. James was 


convinced that he'd lost all power of speech. He was only capable of a feeble whimpering noise. 


It reminded him vaguely of a keening kitten, crying out for its mother. Just as James could feel himself on the 


edge of no return, Cian pulled away. 


It pleased Cian immensely to see what he had turned James into. A quivering, trembling, orgasmic wreck. His 


Creation's lover, panting, almost pleading with him to make him explode. 


"You see, Seamus, this is what sets a Vampire apart from mere Mortals. When we feed, our Vessels feel only 
a small amount of what you are feeling now. When you were Mortal, mo phaste, did you ever read ‘Dracula’? 


Or watch what Hollywood claimed were ‘vampire’ movies?" 


James nodded, feebly. Cian smiled, flashing what Jonathan's fans had called ‘one of his million dollar smiles’, his 
eyes lighting up. 


"This is why we Satyrs are known as being sexual beings. Vampire sex, like much else we are known for, is 
never tender, nor is it loving. For underneath it all, we are animals. Soulless beasts, monsters. All you need to 


do, James, is let go. Let the animal loose..." Cian snarled, and pulled James closer to him. 
"Surrender to the beast..." 


Something clicked within James. Without even trying, a loud, feral growl escaped from his lips, and he threw 
himself at Cian, slamming into him, mid-air. Cian replied, baring his fangs, and tore James’ shirt from him. 


James shot upwards, slamming against the roof of the bus, his newly dyed black dreadlocks streaming out 


behind him, his now exposed caramel skinned chest gleaming in the artificial light. 

Cian sighed, raggedly, his breath catching in his throat at the sight. Jonathan had excelled himself in choosing 
James to be his first Creation He floated up to join James, and scraped his nails across James’ chest, drawing 
blood. This seemed to send James over the edge, and he let out a loud snarl before launching himself yet again 
at Cian, sending both men crashing to the floor. 

James landed on top of Cian, and pinned him to the floor. An evil smile crossed his face, and he cocked his head 
to one side as he took in Cian's features. The only thing that made him different to Jonathan was his tone of 
voice. James opened his mouth to speak, and was slightly taken aback at how his own voice sounded. 


It was little more than a growl, and it reminded James of little Regan from The Exorcist. 


"No matter. All the better to make Jonathan scream my name." he thought. He lowered his face into 
Jonathan's, coming to a stop mere inches from his nose. 


"Is this what the beast makes you do? Because if it is, then | can get used to this very quickly." 


Cian went to reply, but James stopped him short. 


Jonathan's nose, and he brought his hand up to brush it away. 

Jonathan let out a long low, loud growl, before baring his fangs at James. James grinned. 

"Ah. It's Mr. ‘lm a dominant fuckwit Davis." 

Jonathan snarled, before flipping James over onto his back 

"And don't you fucking forget it, pal." 

Without warning, Jonathan plunged his fangs into James' neck. James snarled yet again, bucking upwards to 
meet Jonathan's caress. The Change had taken them both over, and both men seemed to be more animal-like, 


now that all they wanted to do was mate. 


Their features were more pronounced than usual, their eyes stil slit-like, yet now red in colour. Their faces 


had taken on a more reptilian look, and their fangs more razor-like. Both men pulled away from each other, 


drinking in the sight before them. 
"Damn..." sighed James, reaching up to tug at Jonathan's dreads. 


"Harder..." came back Jonathan, growling as James tightened his grip on his hair, pulling his head back and 
exposing his neck Then he bared his own fangs, and sank them into Jonathan's throat. Jonathan let loose with a 


growl of his own, his hands sinking into James' mass of blackened dreads and pressing his body down into 


James’. 


As Cian had predicted, there was nothing loving or tender about their coupling. Both men were too involved in 
throwing each other around, each loud thump into a wall bringing forth a flurry of growls, snarls and screams 


of barely disguised lust. 


A trail of their blood travelled the length of the bus, coming to a halt in the lounge, where Jonathan and 
James had finally come to rest in a tangled, panting heap on the long sofa. James was pinned beneath Jonathan, 
small groans escaping from him as Jonathan busied himself by lapping and kissing the large wound he had 


placed on James’ throat. 


It took every ounce of energy that James had to even claw at Jonathan's back, arching upwards to press 


himself into his lover's hardened dick. 


This was driving Jonathan insane with sheer want and need. He pulled away from James, blood oozing down his 


chin, coating his fangs, making them glow ruby-like in the light of the lounge. 


A heavy silence hung in the air, as both men continued to study the other's features. IT was Jonathan who 
finally managed to speak. 


"What Jonathan is trying to explain, Seamus, is that you are now, what was called by the ancient Celts, as 
‘Handfast'. In the Vampire world, we do not mate for what we call ‘life’ easily. And we do not usually meet the 
Satyr we decide to Handfast with so quickly. Think yourself lucky, James. You are one of the few Vampires who 


has met his Mate so Soon... 


James stared at Jonathan. Only now, since Cian's revelation, did he notice the slight change that came over 
Jonathan when Cian made himself known. Jonathan's face would go blank, before a very faint breeze would fill 


the room. Jonathan came back to himself. 


"That's one of the things I've gotta love about Cian He seems to be able to know what | want to say." He 


grinned, and James’ stomach filled with butterflies. He tried to resist the urge to lean forward and lick his own 


blood off of Jonathan's chin. 


Its fucking freaky, is what it is." retorted James. "I never know who the fuck I'm talking to, or who I'm 


planning on fucking." 
Jonathan tried to look indignant, and failed. 
"Who said that you were going to fuck me? In case you'd forgotten, lim the dominant one around here." 


And with that, Jonathan let out a feral scream, before effortlessly flipping James over onto his front and 
tearing his pants off in one go. 


"You prick!" snarled James, trying to whip around to face Jonathan. "They cost me a small fortune!" 
Jonathan snarled again, and pinned James onto the sofa 
"When | want your opinion, asshole, I'll ask for it, got it?" 


James had never felt so turned on in his life. His old Mortal self would have probably punched Jonathan out 
and screamed rape, but James had long since ceased to be Mortal. His Vampire self, however, loved every 
minute of it. 


Without warning, and much to James’ relief, Jonathan forcefully entered him, bringing forth a long and earth 
shattering growl from James. Jonathan grinned at James again, and drove himself into his Creation, and now his 


lover. James screamed again, a low, rumbling sound that made the flimsy walls of the bus vibrate. 


Neither Satyr could even dream of holding out for much longer, and much to Jonathan's perverse delight, it 
was James that came first. He clamped down onto Jonathan, letting loose with a stream of loudly snarled 


expletives, some of them tumbling out in a language that Jonathan didn't quite catch. 


Jonathan wasn't far behind James in cumming, exploding with one last growl, before falling limply on top of 
James. Both men were spent, panting and gasping for breath for some time, before it was James who finally 


spoke. 


"Do you think that you could heal this thing on my neck?" he said, bringing his hand up to inspect the damage 


Jonathan had caused. 


"| could. But | can't. Not just yet" replied Jonathan, copying James. James had left quite an impressive wound on 
his throat, and he winced slightly, as his index finger slid into it. 


"Come on, Jon! | probably look like I've had my throat ripped out! Not to mention that our bandmates will more 
than likely think we've been attacked by werewolves!" 


"Not fucking likely. Those hairy bastards couldn't take one of us down in their wildest dreams! Anyway, these 
wounds aren't for their benefit. If anything, they're for show, for our own kind. Kinda like a wedding ring.” 


James was busily poking at his own wound. If truth be told, he was getting a perverted kick out of the 
resulting pain that it was causing. 


"Oh yeah. Some fucking wedding ring. What if it gets infected? | don't want my ring oozing some kind of yellow 


muck." Jonathan let out a snort of laughter. 

"You really have no idea how bad that sounded." 

"Fuck it, Davis, you get my drift!" snapped James, turning to face Jonathan, 

"Okay" he continued. "Just two more questions. One; how long do | have to look like this?" 


"At least a week. You don't have to worry about infection, though. As a Vampire, you're immune to them. Next 


question?" 


"When | came, | could've sworn that | could see myself. Kinda like | wasn't there. And what fucking language was 


| speaking?" 


Cian's presence could clearly be felt within the room, although not through Jonathan. Both Satyrs shivered, 
despite themselves. 


" 


James stared into space for a moment, before doing as Cian had asked him. 


Jonathan was just as clueless as James was, and so was not ready for what happened next. He had only just 
finished mating with James. And yet, the familiar tingle began to form low in his belly, and a low groan escaped 
from him. 


He made his way over to James, and fell to his knees, coming to rest right in front of a shocked and stunned 


James' crotch. His hands began to caress James' thighs, and his tongue came out to softly lap at his cock. 


James stopped concentrating at this, and all but leapt backwards, a yell of shock filling the room. 


‘Okay, Cian, what the fuck is happening to me?!?l?l" 
Jonathan was just as shocked as James was. 


"What... what happened?" 


you. n" 


"Well, fuck me purple. This night's full of surprises. Okay, who is it? And why me?" asked James, settling down 
on the sofa behind him. 


First Taliesin, then | and now Cernunnos. Be on your guard, mo phaste, for something is afoot." 


‘But why me, Cian? He could have chosen someone of his own bloodline to return through. | am a member of your 


bloodline." asked James. 
‘Alas, you are no longer a member of my bloodline, Seamus." sighed Cian. Jonathan's heart broke. 


‘But... we've only just Mated, Cian. Surely..." 


Cernunnos and |" 


James opened his mouth to speak. An unknown language streamed from his lips, and Jonathan was left staring, 
slackjawed at his Mate. 


‘Gian? Have you any idea what he's just said?" 


"Yes. Cernunnos wants you fo know that although he now possesses your Mate's mind, this will not encroach on 


your ties And he also wants you both to know that he does not want you to fear him. He is not evil, that this 


Cian paused, before continuing 


"He also wants you to know that if you have trouble in understanding him, he is capable of speaking in several 
languages. Irish, Scots, Welsh, Cornish, Breton, Anglo-Saxon, and Greek." 


Jonathan grinned "Wow. Hey, James. Are you as talented with your tongue as Cernunnos is?" 


"Very tucking funny. How did you manage this with Cian?" replied James, before Cernunnos spoke again 


but dead Take care, my childrens. r 


